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Closely following the jailer into the dismal apart-
ment, appeared that individual, of singular aspect,
whose presence in the crowd had been of such deep
interest to the wearer of the scarlet letter. He was lodged
in the prison, not as suspected of any offence, but as
the most convenient and suitable mode of disposing
of him, until the magistrates should have conferred
with the Indian sagamores respecting his ransom.
His name was announced as Roger Chillingworth. The
jailer, after ushering him into the room, remained
a moment, marvelling at the comparative quiet that
followed his entrance; for Hester Prynne had imme-
diately become as still as death, although the child con-
tinued to moan.

'Trithee, friend, leave me alone with my patient,"
said the practitioner. "Trust me, good jailer, you shall
briefly have peace in your house; and, I promise you,
Mistress Prynne shall hereafter be more amenable to
just authority than you may have found her hereto-
fore."

"Nay, if your worship can accomplish that," answered
Master Brackett, "I shall own you for a man of skill in-
deed! Verily, the woman hath been like a possessed
one; and there lacks little, that I should take in hand
to drive Satan out of her with stripes/*

The stranger had entered the room with the charac-
teristic quietude of the profession to which he an-
nounced himself as belonging. Nor did his demeanour
change, when the withdrawal of the prison-keeper
left him face to face with the woman, whose absorbed
notice of him, in the crowd, had intimated so close a
relation between himself and her. His first care was
given to the child; whose cries, indeed, as she lay writh-
ing on the trundle-bed, made it of peremptory necessity
to postpone all other business to the task of soothing
her. He examined the infant carefully, and then pro-
ceeded to unclasp a leathern case, which he took from